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AFTER THE STORM ii.
When the storm comes, it bears a gift no one expects:  
the biblical floodwater drowns the soil where  
they are buried,  
seeps into their coffins, and calls back the sleeping dead. 
The season is all seasons—it is a natural disaster  
of epic proportion.  
This is how Spring and Autumn meet, for the first time. 
When the storm settles, they still stick fast.  
He is crackles and windswept hair and dry wit;  
she is hummingbirds and fragrant breeze  
and flower petals  
that land on his face. They are dusk and dawn, united.  
It is Spring who introduces him to Winter. 
He had blown away too soon to know him.   
To Autumn, Winter seems too cool, all smooth ice 
exterior, so certain,  
chiseled marble gray.  Like Spring, Winter believes there 
are warmer days coming —  
Autumn thinks warm days are in the past.  
To Winter, though, Autumn is the robber of his  
frosted breath.  
Autumn is the farthest day he never dreamed he'd see, a 
dizzying palette of colored leaves.  
He is the sticks that feed the fire that warms Winter's 
cold ground.   
i.
Autumn slits his wrists when the last sparse leaves  
are just barely clinging on to the branches still. 
He bleeds out into winter with a sigh, 
he intends his hibernation to be permanent. 
Winter doesn’t see what August has done, 
he’s too high on snow and heroin; junkies, like the season, 
shiver, wear sweaters, and eventually grow cold.  
His lips turn blue with the blooming violets. 
Spring sprouts blankets over each of their graves. 
Dandelions for wishes, poppies for sweet dreams.  
She knows her roots are drying out, but when the 
belladonna kills her,  
she wants to go out as a garden. 
Summer is the last one left. She desecrates  
her brother’s grave,  
she dresses for war, in army green 
because he took amber and carmine from the world  
when he died. 





How do seasons fall in love? 
Winter falls for Autumn like a snowstorm, like  
a sled crash,  
like standing on the surface of a frozen pond when  
the ice cracks,  
and suddenly you are plunged under and the 
hypothermia grips you  
so quickly that all at once you feel warm.  
Spring falls for Winter like a cherry blossom, 
spun in the grips of the whimsical freefall. She falls  
like a seed pod,  
whirling round and round too fast to see the ground.  
She falls like a baby bird from a tree, and nurses her 




How do seasons fall from faith? 
Summer falls when the dog days come, when it seems 
her sibling won't be seen again. 
The fireflies are out like battle signals, 
she falls like silence on a summer night. 
The dark falls late but completely, and it is still hot. 
Autumn falls like a rotted tree, eaten away at the inside. 
He falls from clipped branches, from severed roots, 
from the pruning and chopping of being "fixed," from 
the river that diverted. 
He falls in a forest with nobody there to hear it. It does 





How do they find it again? 
Spring finds faith when Autumn starts to glow. 
She finds it on the ground, with buttons, pieces of twine, 
lost pennies, and cattail reeds.  
Spring finds faith by making it. She builds a nest. 
Summer finds faith in returnings. It washes up,  
piece by piece, with the tide after the storm. 
She turns from bitter kisses to the dry basket 
of a brother back from death. She offers him a  
sun-ripe pear. 
Autumn finds faith in Winter, what he thought was  
a dead end.  
(Well, it was, until it wasn’t.) Who loves bone-dry leaves 
and hollow stumps?  
Winter does; these are where he keeps his heart for when 
the melting comes.  
Autumn fell from faith and into love.  
Winter finds faith at first in the blizzard, which  
brings frostbite,  
and then in Spring, whom his frost bites.  
He looks for faith in a solstice, in a calendar, in a church. 
When Autumn comes he finds that faith was in his heart,  
held by another.
